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In 1976 Swansea movie-goers were spoilt 
for choice with four cinemas in the city centre but 
barely a year later there was only one left with it's 
doors open. The Rank Organisation had bought up 
the ailing Albert Hall, Castle and Carlton cinemas in 
1977 which along with their successful Odeon cinema 
on the Kingsway meant they now owned every 
picture palace in Swansea. At the time this was seen 
by many as good news, at last these three rundown 
cinemas would be brought up to scratch with the aid 
of some proper money but others had their doubts. 
And those doubts came true when Rank quickly 
closed their latest acquisitions leaving people to 
wonder if the idea all along had been to remove the 
competition and leave the Odeon as the sole outlet 
for big screen showings in Swansea. 

Rank opened the Swansea Odeon in 1968 
and for a decade it was the public's main cinema of 
choice. When it came to what was shown on screen 
the Odeon was the front-runner attracting major new 
releases such as the latest James Bond while the 


Castle was the runner-up, often showing these same 
releases a few months later when they were 
inevitably reissued. With an occasional second-tier 
new release to help them along both the Castle and 
the Albert Hall were the cinemas you went to if you 
couldn't get in to the Odeon but the Carlton was your 
choice if you couldn't afford to go anywhere else or 
didn't mind too much what was showing that week. 

Opened in 1914 the Carlton Cinema de 
Luxe was a striking building, even today where only 
the facade remains as a Grade 2 Listed status it's an 
impressive sight with its white Carraraware stone¬ 
work and large bay windows. Unfortunately by the 
middle 70's the inside was not so grand, the first floor 
circle had been closed for many years and the ground 
floor stalls were long past their best. Entry into the 
Carlton was tight, a small box office took your 
money, a concession stand and narrow side corridor 
leading into the main auditorium. Regular Carlton- 
goers will remember the ever-present smell of 
disinfectant in the main foyer that tended to linger 


once you were inside but if it helped mask the musty 
smell of the seats then all the better. 

The Carlton did have the honour once of 
being named the cheapest cinema in Britain in an 
early 70's Daily Mirror article, 30p was all it took to 
watch two films, trailers and the usual adverts but of 
course for that you couldn't expect to see the latest 
releases. Like its non-Rank competitors the Carlton 
faced the problem of diminishing box office returns 
resulting in them showing less than first class 
releases - and at times struggling to come up with 
even second class ones. Whilst it catered for kids 
during the holidays the usual latter day Carlton fare 
was a double bill reissue of mainly exploitation and 
horror films. The Giant Spider Invasion crawled onto 
the screen there and sexy spoof Flesh Gordon 
seemed to come around quite regularly as did David 
Cronenberg favourites like Shivers and Rabid. For 
those who'd either been too young or missed them 
the first time round they were very welcome but 
judging from the small number of people who 


actually paid to get in not that popular with the rest 
of Swansea. The absolute rock bottom was probably 
the double billing of Hannah Queen Of The Vampires 
and Dr. Jekyll Vs The Werewolf, two awful Spanish 
made horrors. I just about managed Hannah but 
walked out of Dr. Jekyll, the only time I've ever left a 
film I paid money to watch, it was truly that bad. 

And then suddenly and without warning 
on the 29th of October 1977 the Carlton shut its 
doors for good to be joined a few weeks later by the 
Albert Hall and Castle cinemas. The Castle reopened 
a few years later as the upgraded FILMCENTA and 
part of the old Carlton later became a record shop 
but eventually that closed as well, what was left of 
the auditorium demolished and the structure rebuilt 
as the still existing Waterstone's bookshop. All that 
remains today is the original staircase to the upper 
balcony front and the magnificent facade, a reminder 
to all that at one time cinemas had real class and 
were more than just small rooms in some anonymous 
multiplex showing overhyped pap. 


Island Of Lost Souls (1932) 
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In 1934 Hollywood bowed to public and 
political pressure and introduced the Production 
Code Administration, better known as the Hays 
Office, to control the production and content of their 
movies and putting strict limits on what filmmakers 
were allowed to show to the public. The Code came 
about as a growing number of films were pushing the 
boundaries of what could be shown on screen or 
alluded to and while not usually visually explicit 
these films contained themes, language and ideas 
that often went against the mores and morals of 
what was then certainly not openly talked about. 
Subtexts often painted a darker picture to what was 
being projected, sometimes a viewer had to look for 
them while at other times it was quite obvious what 
the intention was. To modern audiences it can be 
quite a shock to encounter issues such as sexual 
exploitation, incest and sadism in what are thought 
to be creaky old black and white films. 

1932's Island Of Lost Souls starring 
Charles Laughton as the suave amoral and likely 
insane Dr. Moreau was not the first time an adaption 
of H.G. Wells' The Island Of Dr. Moreau had reached 
the screen but now as a talkie viewers could hear the 
painful screams coming from Moreau's laboratory 
rather than imagine them. Shipwreck survivor Edward 
Parker finds himself an unexpected guest at Dr. 
Moreau's island, a place full of misshapen natives 
afraid of and cowed by the whip-wielding doctor. 
While Moreau seems at first to be a polite host, even 


introducing Parker to naive native girl Lota the only 
female on the island, that all changes when Parker 
hears terrible sounds coming from a room, 'The House 
of Pain' as Lota calls it, and bursts in to find Moreau 
and his assistant performing live surgery on an awake 
and malformed man. Trying to flee the island Parker 
comes across a jungle village of strange men, all with 
disturbingly animalistic features led by a wolf-like 
Bela Lugosi and living in fear of Moreau who appears 
with his whip and makes them chant THE LAW, a set 
of rules including one not to spill blood. 

Moreau later explains to Parker that he 
wasn't experimenting on a man but rather an animal 
which thanks to his discoveries on how to accelerate 
evolution he has managed to evolve into a man-like 
being, as are all the "men" on the island, but hides 
the fact that Lota was once herself an animal, a 
panther. Moreau wants to see how human Lota can 
become, how her emotions will emerge and whether 
she is capable of bearing human children. Parker falls 
in love with Lota but regrets it immediately, guilty 
that he has a fiancee, Ruth. Lota starts to revert back 
to an animal state as her fingers turn into claws, 
alerting Parker to the fact that she too is an animal. 
In a rage he attacks Moreau who believes his work is 
all in vain but Lota's human-like tears give him new 
hope. In the meantime Ruth having discovered her 
fiancee is alive makes her way to the island giving 
Moreau another opportunity to test out his theories, 
if a man won't mate with an animal-woman then 
perhaps a woman can mate with an animal-man. 

To say that there's an undercurrent of 
bestiality in this film would be stating the obvious so 
it's not hard to understand why it was immediately 
banned in the UK, only seeing a censored release in 
1958. The whole film exudes a feeling of uneasiness 
as Moreau's experiments appear to be everywhere; 
hiding in bushes, up trees, peeking through windows 
or skulking in dark corners kept at bay only by the 
doctor's cracking whip and the rules of THE LAW. It's 
clear that it won't take much for this fragile balance 
to tip over at any time which of course it does to an 
inevitably grisly conclusion. 

When Parker discovers the truth about 
Lota you get the feeling that there's more to his 
anger than plain moral outrage, he did indeed fall for 
the charms of the panther woman and appears to be 
lashing out more because of his own failings and 
perceived betrayal of Ruth than over what Moreau 
has achieved. Both the viewer and Parker are left to 
wonder just how far things would have gone after he 
kissed Lota if her body hadn't started to regress. 

There is a short but disturbing scene when 
Parker confronts Moreau about Lota and the doctor 


replies "Then you come. Well, she was very much 
attracted to you. You can see, of course, the 
possibilities that presented themselves." Only 
Laughton is now staring into the camera and the 
viewer gets the uncomfortable feeling that he's 
talking directly to them. Perhaps he knows Parker 
wouldn't be the only one to feel tempted by the 
morality free Lota. The ending seems fitting when the 
doctor's experiments revolt and carry him struggling 
into The House of Pain, reaching for the scalpels they 
call little knives and using them on their creator as 
his agonized screams fill the air. You hope he dies 
because to think of him still alive after they've 
finished with him is far worse to contemplate. 



Karen and several of her female college 


friends - from the glamorous look of them all 
students of the Miami College of Makeup, Hairdo's 
and VaVaVoom - head into the Florida Everglades to 
visit Karen's father, Dr. Richardson. Karen goes gaga 
over Dr. Richardson's hunky colleague Dr. Hoyt 
though their assistant Egon, not the brightest bulb in 
the box has the hots for Karen as well. There's also 
horror lurking around as something in what looks like 
a wetsuit and frogman flippers reaches a knobbly 
rubber-gloved hand out of the water and drags an 
unsuspecting bikini babe to her doom. She's not the 
only victim as several fishermen have also gone 
missing, one turning up dead with marks made by 
what look like a giant jellyfish. Interesting as the 
Doctors just happen to be trying to breed Portuguese 
Men Of War jellyfish in their laboratory. 

Things take a turn for the worse when a 
boatload of students visit for a party and all frug is 
let loose. Everyone arm-swings and hip-shakes to the 
hit musical sensation Do The Jellyfish courtesy of 
'Special Singing Guest Star Neil Sedaka' though Mr. 
Sedaka wisely doesn't make an appearance. The 
students laugh at Egon who runs off, but the laughter 
soon turns to screams as the nasty something 
reappears and stings one of the teens to death before 
waving its arms around and stinging a few more. Is it 
really a giant walking mutant jellyfish with long 
poisonous strands or could it be someone in an ill- 


fitting wetsuit pretending to be one? It certainly 
looks like a wetsuit down to the rubber flippers and 
bare skin showing through the joins but we don't see 
the face or head, well not yet anyway. 

Jellyfish-man sabotages a boat carrying 
the students and their injured friends away and it 
rapidly sinks. Then what look like (and most probably 
were) small plastic bags with dangling strings 
doubling for jellyfish float VERY slowly towards the 
floundering teens as they try hard not to laugh while 
shouting "they're attacking" and pretending to be 
stung. In minutes they're all dead and in the smallest 
cave you ever saw complete with a large jellyfish in a 
tank, a flashing and fizzing electric gizmo and to no 
one's surprise we find out it's been Egon all along. 

There are a few more murders, Egon the 
jellyfish flops about the place in his flippers, the 
penny finally drops as to who the killer is and Karen 
gets abducted and taken underwater to Egon's secret 
mini cave lair. So it's been Egon all along in a dodgy 
wetsuit and flippers yes? No! Egon flips a switch, the 
large jellyfish in the tank starts to smoke and Egon 
begins to mutate - THAT WAS NO WETSUIT AND 
FLIPPERS EGON REALLY IS A BIG WALKING JELLYFISH! 
And what's more he's now got a big jellyfish head! Yes 
it really is just an opaque plastic bag that wobbles 
about and yes it looks totally ridiculous and yes you 
will laugh out loud when you see it. 

Dr. Hoyt locates the cave, he and JellyEgon 
circle around each other trying not to bump into the 
walls before the doc drops a flare into the tank 
containing the large jellyfish which somehow 
incapacitates Egon and makes his plastic bag head go 
all red and mushy while the electric doohicky starts to 
smoke. Egon gasps "the whole place is wired" allowing 
Dr. Hoyt and Karen to escape to the surface before it 
blows up, signified by a few escaping bubbles. Frankly 
a bath-bomb from Lush would have produced a better 
looking effect. "How can something like that ever 
happen" Karen sobs to her father at the end which is a 
question the viewer is likely to find themselves asking 
again and again after watching Sting Of Death. 












Truth In Advertising? 

The Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met (1970) 

What are we promised? 

A film so explicit that it needs a public 
warning! Adults Only! Shown complete and uncut! 

Actual happenings depicted! People so recognizable 
that their names had to be changed! Patrons alerted to 
the shocking nature of the film. SEX!!! 

What do we get? 

Robin Askwith's bum. Sleazy old men. Some 
topless action. Not much else. 

Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met is the American 
retitling of Pete Walker's Cool It Carol! hyped up so it 
sounds like the raunchiest film going, so explicit that 
paying punters need to be warned in advance. To be fair 
the original film does exactly what it sets out to do and 
that is act as a cautionary tale i.e. be careful what you 
wish for you might just get it, but would American's pay 
to see that? Teenagers Carol and Joe (Janet Lynn and 
Robin Askwith) leave their quiet Shropshire village and head to London to make it big. Of course the streets 
aren't paved with gold and their failure to land proper jobs means that before long Carol is posing for topless 
photos and approaching men asking if they want sex for money. Carol is soon regularly "entertaining" men and 
makes a sordid little porn film with Joe before finally hitting the big time as an in-demand fashion model. 
She's still selling her body but her clients now include sheiks and a cabinet minister while Joe becomes her 
managerlpimp. Eventually bored of it all they leave the sordid glitz behind and head back to their village 
picking up their old jobs as if nothing had happened. 

It's hard to imagine what American viewers made of this morality story, the opening scene of meat 
being chopped up in a butcher's shop is not the best start to an erotic movie. Only a British film could have 
someone making tea while the sounds of sex come from an adjoining room or have an old man in a bowler hat 
watching a blue movie being made before trying to join the action in a white vest and underpants. The air of 
sleaze that runs through the whole film can't have convinced many they were in for a good night's sexy 
viewing either. From the five older men sitting around patiently waiting their turn for Carol to service them to 
the greasy porno cameraman few of the males in the movie are that attractive, nor that young. And those 
that are turn out to be either gay or have an ulterior motive in appearing to be friendly. 

Of course the one thing a sex film should have is sex, and that turns out to be disappointing in its 
depiction as well. The hardcore Deep Throat was released the same year AIP released Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met 
in America so it appears they needed to convince American cinemagoers that this was just as hot. A few 
topless scenes and some unenthusiastic sex action featuring Robin Askwith's bare behind could never have 
competed with Miss Lovelace doing her thing hence the bunkum poster warnings. As a time capsule of Britain 
emerging from the Swinging Sixties Cool It Carol! works pretty well but as a too-hot-to-handle sex sizzler 
Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met should have ended up doing five to ten at Sing Sing for fraud. 



I Woke Up Early The Day I Died (1998) 



In the last few months of his life, out of 
work and health failing, cult film director Edward D. 
Wood Jnr. and wife Kathy were evicted from their 
apartment. Given time to fill just one suitcase what 
was left of Wood's life, his papers and scrapbooks and 
an almost finished original biography of Bela Lugosi 
had to be left behind and were lost forever but Wood 
did manage to save his typewriter, an angora sweater 
and what he called his personal favourite screenplay 
I Awoke Early the Day I Died. He passed away a few 
days later his script the final legacy of a man unkindly 
labelled the worst director of all time. 

Twenty years after his death director Aris 
lliopulos and actorlproducer Billy Zane persuaded 
Kathy Wood to let them take Ed's final script and film 
it pretty much as written which meant no dialogue 
just music, sound effects and background noises. 
Filled out with Grade-B actors in an assortment of 
roles and Zane playing the main part of 'The Thief' 
IWOUTDID finally sees the light of day in all its manic 
splendour. Describing the film in detail would be an 
exercise in futility but the main thread is of a man 
who escapes from a sanitarium dressed as a nurse in 
high heels, robs and kills a loan officer, loses the 


money in a coffin in a cemetery then tracks down and 
kills the weird assortment of people he thinks have 
taken the money. It all sounds rather straightforward 
but that's just the parts you can understand, the rest 
is a mish-mash of stock footage, scenes that don't 
seem to mean anything, no sense of logic and bad 
acting. In short a typical Ed Wood picture. 

Which would be great if it wasn't trying 
too damn hard to be like that. In Wood's earlier Plan 
9 From Outer Space gravestones in a cemetery 
wobble alarmingly because they're painted cardboard 
(so the legend goes.) It's not intentional, that's all he 
could afford for his studio-set cemetery. But with a 
budget greater than all his films put together 
IWOUTDID tries too much to look as disjointed and 
cheap as Wood's efforts inadvertently turned out to 
be. Here people overact not because they lack the 
skills to rein themselves in but because it's written 
that they should behave that way. Stock footage is 
included because that's what Wood did when the 
truth was that he filled out his films with it when he 
didn't have the money to do things properly. With Ed 
Wood long gone nothing could ever come close to the 
way he made his films his own which begs the 
question why make a bad film in tribute to someone 
when you could make a good one instead? 

So here's a little of what you can expect to 
see: bagpipes, shoe sniffing, crossdressing, skeletons, 
cults, strippers, prostitutes, circus freaks, coffins, car 
crashes, murders, muggings and more bagpipes. The 
opening credits look like they've been put together 
by the kid next door on his home computer but since 
they're scored to Darcy Clay's pounding Jesus I Was 
Evil they get a free pass. IWOUTDID is one of those 
movies film buffs are supposed to like because of 
what it represents not what is in it, it's not a bad film 
as such but it is one that tries too hard to be a bad 
film and unfortunately at times succeeds. 


The Monolith Monsters (1957) 

It comes from outer space, it's hundreds 
of feet tall, it's heading for town destroying 
everything in its path and mankind seems helpless to 
stop it. Is it Godzilla, Gamera or even Gappa The 
Triphibian Monster? No it's a big pile of rocks and if 
they don't fall on you and squash you to death then 
they'll suck the living juices out of you leaving you 
harder than a week old bread roll. But that's not 
really being fair, The Monolith Monsters is an unusual 
take on 1950's Monster Movies with a decidedly 
different antagonist than radiation-enlarged bugs. 

A meteorite falls to earth, exploding on 
impact and littering the area with hundreds of black 
glassy fragments one of which is collected by a 
government geologist for later study. The next day 
he's dead, his entire body fused into one petrified 
whole and the office where he died wrecked and filled 
with more of those black rocks. Then a farmhouse is 
discovered destroyed, covered in a mass of larger 
fragments of the rocks with the occupants dead in a 
similar manner. The only survivor a young girl in a 
catatonic state with a rapidly stiffening arm who 
took one of the black rocks home earlier and placed it 
in water where it started to smoke and bubble. 

Right about the time the truth behind the 
rocks is discovered - they leech silicon out of every¬ 
thing they touch including human flesh - it starts to 
rain heavily. Which is bad news because the rocks also 
grow in size incredibly quickly when exposed to 
water. Out in the rain-lashed desert the fragments 
have now become immense towering black crystals 
that topple over under their own weight, breaking 
into pieces before starting the whole process again. 
With the rocks sucking water from the sodden ground 
and moving towards the small town of San Angelo it's 
a race against time to stop them before they destroy 
everything and engulf the entire country. 

Of course it all sounds ridiculous but The 
Monolith Monsters is just that different to keep you 
watching and wondering. The rocks can't be blown up 
because that will just spread them further afield. 
They aren't evil or bad, they have no master plan, 
they're nothing more than a chemical reaction. They 
are relentless though as they grow higher and higher 
before collapsing and moving ever forward. The 
special effects of the crystals growing and crashing 
down are handled very well helped along by loud 
rumbling and cracking sound effects whenever they're 
on screen but the same can't quite be said of the 
acting and dialogue. It's not only the petrified victims 
that come across as stiff and lifeless at times. 

This being a 1950's film of course the 
menace is defeated but the rushed ending does mean 
that there are a few loose ends left lying around that 
you're not supposed to think too much about. No 
doubt there's a critique somewhere that equates the 
unstoppable growth of the crystals with Communism 
or Fascism or some other 'ism' but sometimes a big 
black rock is just a big black rock after all. 



Hunting Emma (Z017) 

Emma La Roux teaches young kids at 
school, she's kind, caring and looking forward to 
going home to visit her father Jacques for the 
holidays. Bosman, Baz and Jay are violent drug 
smugglers. AJ and Boela are rich kids looking for kicks 
who tie up with Bosman, his crew and his weak cousin 
Piet. On a quiet South African road in the middle of 
nowhere Bosman forces Piet to shoot a policeman 
they abducted earlier after he pulled them over 


while the gang were on a drug run, all witnessed by 
Emma who's car has broken down. Spotted by 
Bosman, Emma is caught and the men decide to have 
some fun before killing her as well but while that is 
happening the not-dead police officer escapes, 
forcing the gang to chase after and finish him off. 
Emma manages to get free and with no water heads 
off alone into the harsh dry land with six violent men 
tracking and hunting her. But Emma isn't as lost as 
she seems nor quite as helpless as she appears as 
Bosman and his men are soon to find out. 

In women-as-vigilante films such as 
Ms. 45 and I Spit On Your Grave the shift from victim 
to avenger is usually quite abrupt, triggered by some 
terrible personal event that somehow manages to 
turn previously meek characters into full-on psycho 
killers. Emma La Roux however had everything she 
needs drilled into her from childhood courtesy of the 
teachings of her Special Forces father and perhaps 
because of that has chosen to live a peaceful and 
pacifist lifestyle instead. But Emma's survival 
instincts and the knowledge gained by her at an early 
age are there waiting to be used. You can almost see 
Emma shift into automatic when the resources 
needed are dredged up from her past as she becomes 
more confident and capable. And when she comes 
face to face with her hunters more dangerous. 

With Afrikaans rather than English being 
the spoken language in Hunting Emma - it is a South 
African film after all - it's unlikely to get released here 
in the UK unless it suffers from Mad Max-type 
dubbing which is a pity. There's nothing wrong with 
the film apart from a slow beginning but then it 
changes gear and becomes a taut solid little actioner. 
Worth watching if you do come across it, preferably 
with subtitles. 



Something For The Weekend 


Indie Horrors! by Barry Atkinson (2016 UK) 
Hemlock Publishing (approx. £13) 

They have titles designed to mislead you, 
actors whose names you just about remember, plots 
ripped off from more successful films, bad special 
effects, worse acting, diched scripts and they usually 
go straight to DVD. Welcome to movies from 
companies such as Nu Image, The Asylum and Castel 
Film Romania where the budget always comes first 
and it's always low. Indie Horrors! reviews 235 
obscure horror, sci-fi and fantasy films from the last 
twenty or so years with titles such as Snakes On A 
Train (you read that right), Mega Shark Vs Giant 
Octopus, Hologram Man, Insanitarium and many 
more you've likely never heard of before. 

Scattered amongst the dross there are a 
few gems worth catching - Evilenko and Deep Core 
sound worthwhile - and Atkinson's book is a pretty 
good guide to what to expect when it comes to 
choosing films like Shark Attack 3 or I Am Omega. 
Heavy with spoilers for almost all the films and 
illustrated with the 
usual highly mis¬ 
leading DVD covers 
designed to part 
you from your cash 
in HMV this 260 
page book is well 
worth seeking out if 
you're looking to 
expand your film¬ 
viewing horizons. Or 
if you want to know 

what to stay away Rawa™*™ 

from! 
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